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wonder at the fact that all those who used to reproach me with my
"indecision" are all on the other side. They used to throw back at me
that letter from Charles-Louis Philippe which I had myself quoted,
that sentence which ended the letter: "Be a man: choose/* as if they
were unwilling to admit that one could make any other "choice'* than
theirs.
I know in their camp people of such great heart and such good will
that, even convinced that they were wrong, it was indescribably pain-
ful for me to have to declare myself against them. But how can one
fail to declare oneself, rather than see one's silence taken for acquies-
cence? Indifference, tolerance are now out of place, as soon as the
enemy takes advantage of them and one sees prospering what one con-
siders as decidedly bad,
28 February
That the ideas of Lenin and Stalin might overcome the resistance
the European states are trying to bring against them is beginning to
seem possible to those states; and this fills them with terror. But that
it might be desirable for those ideas to win out is something they refuse
to envisage. There is a great deal of stupidity, a great deal of ignorance,
a great deal of stubbornness in their refusal; and also a certain lack
of imagination that keeps them from believing that humanity can
change, that a society can be built up on different foundations from
those they have always known (even though they deplore them), that
the future can be anything but a repetition and reproduction of the
past
"Everything begins over again," and "there is nothing new under
the sun," they say. And Valentine: "If that famous-plan were to suc-
ceed, it would take away all my pleasure in living"; as for me, this
would happen on the contrary if the plan failed.
27 February
To cease advancing aimlessly and to head toward something , . .
what an indescribable satisfaction! But was I not won over to the party
even before it was formed and formulated its doctrines? And if my
wishes too often remained vague, was not this in part because their
realization seemed to me too distant? Emotionally, temperamentally,
intellectually, I have always been a communist. But I was afraid of my
own thought and, in my writings, strove more to hide than to express it.
I listened too much to others and gave them more credence than I did
myself, as much through sympathy as through lack of self-assurance,
through incurable modesty, through fear of Tbeing entirely of my own
opinion/* Events over yonder have taken this in hand and I am grate-
ful to them for pushing me to it.